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My  Country,  in  this  low'ring  day  for  thee, 
Fain  would  I  strike  one  blow  to  set  thee  free 
From  phrasing,  paltering  sycophants  who  sing 
Their  blatant  songs  of  praise  to  Log  the  King 
Monarch  of  Retrogression  lately  sprung 
To  power  on  Calumny's  and  Slander's  tongue  ; 
And  buoyed  on  emanations  that  essay 
From  Truth's  dead  body — murdered  by  the  way 
That  led  to  power  and  place  as  sorry  crew 
As  e'er  unblushing  faced  the  public  view. 
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 Thus,  what  the  world  has  won  by  painful  stages, 

The  glorious  triumph  of  the  people's  right, 

Writ  with  men's  blood  in  hist'ry's  ample  pages, 
Is  trampled  on  by  pigmies  forced  to  might ; 

And  Freedom  languishes  along  the  Ages 
By  t reach  'ry  losing  all  she  gains  in  fight 


Levin,  November  23,  191 4. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  BRASS. 


(A  Political  Satire) 


PROLOGUE. 


INEFFECTIVELY,  perhaps,  but  to  my  utmost 
ability,  I  have  endeavoured  in  "The  Triumph 
of  Brass "  to  satirise  the  political  forces  of 
New  Zealand  which  Masseyism  masks.  Against 
the  genial  gentleman  who  is  New  Zealand's1 
Prime  Minister  I  have  no  personal  complaint ;  such' 
public  platform  notice  with  which  he  has  favoured 
me  was  an  acceptable  and  gratuitous  advertisement 
for  my  whilom  newspaper.  But  against  those  re- 
actionary forces  for  which  the  honourable  gentlemair 
is  the  ostensible  leader,  though  in  re-ality  the  marion-' 
ette,  I  have  an  unyielding  resolution  and  a  liberty- 
loving  hatred. 

The  title  of  my  piece  expresses  insufficiently  the 
actual  case  of  the  forces  I  speak  of;  rather  are  they 
an  aggregation  of  political  pigmies  forced  into  the 
seats  of  the  mighty  by  adventitious  and  fortuitous 
events,  such  as  the  temporary  tow-line  thrown  out  by 
Labour's  unballasted  section  in  response  to  the  prom- 
ised Grecian  gifts  of  the  masquerading  reactionaries. 
Here  was  an  instance  of  ten  thousand  men  being  misled 
by  a  handful  of  subsidised  deceivers ;  and  in  this  and 
one  or  two  not  dissimilar  instances  reposes  the  half- 
secret  of  the  seeming  miracle  of  Masseyism's  triumph 
in  191 1;  an  undue  resurgency  of  the  political  tide  that 
was  unanticipated  by  the  Massey  Party  to  such  a 
degree  that  some  electorates  that  really  might  have 


been  won  by  the  Retrogressives  went  to  the  Liberals 
by  default.  But  if  there  was  default  in  this  regard, 
there  was  no  default  in  recourse  to  the  old  bad 
methods  of  reactionary  campaigning.  The  times  of 
1882  and  1885  were  come  again,  and  surpassed.  Calumny 
whispered  at  a  thousand  corners,  Slander  breathed  in 
train  and  steamer,  and  sometimes  hurtled  in  half- 
veiled  allusions  from  public  platforms,  manufactured 
pamphlets  and  imprinted  perjuries  ;  all  the  hysterical 
methods  and  illegally  libellous  resources  of  the  lowest 
stratum  of  American  political  procedure ;  by  these 
means  chiefly  were  the  Massey  Party  placed  within 
striking  distance  of  the  Administrative  Benches.  How 
finally  they  reached  them,  by  grace  of  graceless  three, 
needs  no  recapitulation  here :  the  public  memory  is 
long  enough  to  be  trusted  to  do  justice  in  THAT 
regard. 

As  one  of  the  public,  wilh  a  clear  memory  of 
these  matters  antecedent,  I  watched  closely  the  after- 
endeavours  of  these  political  subornationists  when 
they  came  to  power  on  a  wave  of  political  turpitude 
of  their  own  procuring.  There  needed  no  close  watching 
to  disclose  the  Governmental  insufficiency ;  its  oppor- 
tunism ;  these  are  clear  on  the  sands  of  Westport  and 
the  Wellington  garlic  garden,  in  the  quality  of  the 
elevations  to  the  Upper  House ;  the  class-conscious- 
ness of  the  Strike  Repression  Policy,  the  Facing  Both 
Ways  attitude  concerning  Labour  Legislation.  But 
such  procedures  as  these  were  to  be  expected  from 
the  political  tergiversation ists  who  did  so  much  protest 
in  pre-Ministerial  days.  Like  many  other  reformers, 
they  found  that  "the  means  to  do  ill  deeds  make  ill 
deeds  done;"  in  short,  that  their  twenty-years  absten 
tion  from  political  misdoing  was  in  its  essence  compul" 
sory,  even  as  that  of  the  Children  of  Israel  from  the- 
Egyptian  fleshpots  after  the  crossing  of  the  Red  Sea. 
But  all  these  acts  of  political  turpitude  sink  into 
insignificance  by  contrast  with  Masseyism's  greatest 
crime  :  and  that  crime  is  the  premium  placed  by  that 
Government  upon  the  suppression  of  Free  Speech. 

In  these  times,  so  far  removed  from  those  of  our 
forefathers  who  bled  and  died  for  real  Liberty,  we 
are  in  danger  of  appraising  cheaply  the  great  gift 
they  gave  us :  there  is,  alas,  a  predilection  to  look 
upon  "Boo"  as  an  unanswerable  argument,  and  "Yah" 
as  the  clinching  climax  to  all  polemics.    And  truth 


to  tell,  Seddonism,  Masseyism,  Red  Fedism,  and  a 
dozen  lesser  Isms  all  are  or  have  been  afflicted  with 
this  sad  blight.  Perhaps  the  greatest  offenders  were 
the  Red  Federationists :  standing  as  many  of  them 
did  for  intimidation  rather  than  suasion,  for  insistence 
rather  than  agreement.  Metropolitan  and  bucolic 
editors,  in  their  newspapers,  have  remonstrated  with 
these  iconoclastic  endeavourers,  and  bidden  them  re- 
member that  mob  law  is  no  law.  How  true  !  Also 
how  insufficient !  If  these  sapient  didactors  would 
delve  deeper  into  basic  causes,  and  care  a  litle  more 
for  the  deeper  verities  than  they  now  seem  to  do  for 
the  commercial  magnates  who  fee  (with  advertisements) 
their  proprietors,  they  would  shoot  at  greater  game 
than  the  soap-box  sansculottes  of  the  Socialist  Hall, 
who  have  profited  well  by  the  severe  lesson  of  the 
ineffective  strike  of  last  year,  and  have  learnt  anew 
the  forgotten  lesson  of  1890,  and  are  likely  to  run 
evenly  on  the  political  rails  for  at  least  another 
decade. 

In  New  Zealand  there  has  been  to  my  way  of 
thinking,  and  during  the  last  fifteen  years,  an  in- 
creasing disposition  to  fetter  free  speech.  This  fact 
became  more  clearly  apparent  in  the  time  of  the 
Anglo-Boer  War,  when  the  only  answer  to  anyone  who 
doubted  the  wisdom  of  making  that  war  was  conveyed 
in  road  metal  or  other  form  of  personal  violence.  In 
Great  Britain,  where  the  war  was  made,  doubters  of 
its  wisdom  rose  up  in  Parliament  and  Hyde  Park  and 
other  places  and  were  heard  calmly  by  the  great 
majorities  who  were  in  favour  of  the  war ;  but  here  in 
New  Zealand  and  Australia  the  loud  and  frequent  boo- 
hoo  was  the  mildest  criticism  passed.  We  have  retro- 
graded even  further  since  the  twentieth  century  began, 
and  he  needs  must  be  brave  who  to-day  takes  the  side 
of  the  under-dog,  be  the  combatants  political,  polemical, 
or  what  not.  None  the  less,  it  remained  for  the  Massey 
Party  and  the  Massey  Government  to  set  its  seal 
upon  the  topmost  pinnacle  of  such  turpitude,  and  to 
ungenerously  gag  public  men  in  the  utterance  of 
whatever  degree  of  truth  was  in  them.  It  was  the 
most  harrowing  scene  ever  witnessed  in  our  Parlia- 
ment, when  deliberately,  and  repeatedly,  in  the  year 
end  of  191 3,  this  great  party  of  purists  and  self-styled 
proper  people  combined  to  yell  down,  and  with  the  forms 
of  the  House  to  stifle,  the  protests  of  such  members  of 
Parliament  who  felt  it  necessary  that  they  should 


protest  against  the  Governmental  methods  of  handling 
a  strike.  This  substitute  in  high  places  for  the  Yah 
and  Boo  of  the  lowlier  is  (by  comparison)  much 
worse  than  a  mere  equivalent.  Personally  I  hold  the 
view  that  the  lawlessness  of  the  Wellington  Strike 
Riots  needed  severe  repression ;  but  just  as  whole- 
heartedly do  I  asseverate  that  a  resolute  and  resource- 
ful Minister  of  Justice  would  have  prevented  the  riots 
and  obviated  any  need  for  the  special  constables,  by 
manning  with  fifty  regular  police  the  head  of  the 
Queen's  Wharf,  barricading  it  efficiently,  and  con- 
ducting the  whole  of  the  waterfront's  urgent  activi- 
ties through  the  i  one  entrance.  But  no !  Mediocrity 
always  moves  siowly ;  and  the  slow  movements  of 
this  particular  mediocrity  resulted  in  a  thousand  batons 
becoming  necessary  where  previously  half  a  hundred 
uniforms  would  have  sufficed.  But  while  personally 
I  am  for  lawful  procedures,  let  me  insist,  in  the  name 
of  that  very  Law,  that  such  unlawful  suppression  of 
free  speech  (and  especially  the  speech  of  men  who 
speak  with  ten  thousand  electoral  voices),  by  those 
great  Retrogressives  who  are  now  holding  the  reins 
of  office  in  this  country,  is  more  heinous  in  its  of- 
fensiveness  because  the  offence  is  that  of  men  high 
placed.  A  man's  cause  is  no  stronger  than  its  merits, 
but  his  words  and  his  arguments — however  illogical 
and  no  matter  how  unbalanced — are  deserving  to  be 
heard  by  right  of  the  blood  spilt  and  the  immurement 
endured  on  a  hundred  British  and  French  fields  and  in 
a  thousand  prisons  any  time  these  ten  hundred  years. 

GEORGE  POWICK  BROWN. 


Levin,  $914. 


My  Country  in  this  low'ring  day  for  thee 

Fain  would  I  strike  one  blow  to  set  thee  free 

From  phrasing,  paltering  sycophants  who  sing 

Their  blatant  songs  of  praise  to  Log  the  King : 

Monarch  of  Retrogression  lately  sprung 

To  power  on  Calumny's  and  Slander's  tongue  ; 

And  buoyed  on  emanations  that  essay 

From  Truth's  dead  body — murdered  by  the  way 

That  led  to  power  and  place  as  sorry  crew 

As  e'er  unblushing  faced  the  public  view. 

*  *       ■*  *  * 

My  lay  is  Politics,  and  grim  the  theme  ; 

Zealandia  guide  my  pen  and  give  thy  gleam 

That  I  illume  the  tortuous  passage  passed 

By  those  who  won  through  noisome  ways  at  last 

To  where  Law  springs  to  being  ;  now,  effete, 

See  Mountebanks  set  in  the  Wisdom  Seat ; 

Lo,  Retrogression  holds  its  backward  sway, 

And  Liberty  is  fallen  by  the  way ; 

Falsehood,  unblushing,  spreads  her  specious  gown 

From  Bay  of  Islands  down  to  Chalmers  town. 

*  #  *  # 

First  in  the  group  see  Franklin's  member  come 

Beating  upon  the  democratic  drum 

Protesting  as  he  beats,  that  ne'er  of  yore 

Breathed  patriots  such  as  these  he  strides  before: 

So  Jacob  Massey  beats  for  Esau  Bell, 

And  brags  of  democratic  deeds  done  well ; 

Lo !  Janus  Massey,  with  two-plumaged  wing, 

Faces  an  Iron  Duke  and  Moleskin  King ; 

Ho  !  Juggler  Massey  cries  against  entail 

And  sits  astride  his  leasehold-freehold  rail, 

While  Labour's  flotsam,  by  a  cry  misled, 

Thrusts  power  on  those  who  gave  them  stones  for  bread, 

And  crowds  in  clamour  cast  their  saviours  down, 

And  thrust  on  mountebanks  a  fitless  crown  ; 

While  Progress,  bloodied  in  a  thousand  frays, 

Sinks  deep  in  gloom  for  just  a  thousand  days  ; 

Upon  the  Ship  of  State  the  leading  part 

Is  filled  by  one  half  hireling  and  half  heart 

Who  inward  yearns  to  help  the  land  advance, 

And  outward  trembles  at  his  leader's  glance, — 

Too  dearly  purchased  is  his  seeming  power 

And  Dead  Sea  Fruit  his  portion  every  hour. 


Who  next  shall  have  his  photographic  fill 
In  this  my  studio  ?    Who  fills  the  bill  ? 
To  Thorndon  end  my  muse  her  way  pursues, 
To  Thorndon  where  broad  thoroughfare  and  mews 
Shelter  Melpomene  and  Circe  eke, 
Where  wealth  and  poverty  sit  cheek  by  cheek, 
Where  churches,  breweries,  quarries,  mansions,  sties, 
Prayer,  fumes,  rocks,  revels,  grunts,  in  quick  succession 
rise. 

Here  "Justice"  sits!   Oh,  how  one  class  adore  yer? 

Thou  great  panjandrum,  neither  rogue  nor  lawyer ! 

But  just  an  orthodox  unyielding  winner 

Through  ready-made  opinions,  served  like  dinner,    .  . 

A  gift  from  men  of  other  days  and  climes ; 

Pickled  in  prejudice  and  hard  as  dimes, 

An  adamantine  politician  he 

Without  capacity  to  yield  or  flee  ; 

He  simply  sits  upon  a  cordite  train 

And  flings  his  greyish  strings  of  law  amain, 

Nor  dreams  that  ere  another  year  has  fled, 

Like  Progress  now,  he'll  join  the  unhonoured  dead. 

Bare  justice  must  be  done  for  once  at  least : 

Bold  Herdman  woos  no  Democratic  beast, 

All  unashamed  he  stands  in  Tory  guise — 

Gyves  at  his  feet,  and  terrors  in  his  eyes — 

See  him  berate  recalcitrant  police, 

Martyr  free  speech  to  make  a  hollow  peace, 

Cry  that  by  Feds,  the  law  must  be  obeyed, 

Brand  "  Syndic  Process"  daughter  of  a  jade, 

And  yet  (like  Copenhagen  Nelson)  still 

Turn  a  blind  eye  on  Arbitration's  mill. 

Then,  later,  comes  the  water-front  affair, 

And  blatant  outcries  fill  the  summer  air : 

Here  men  unbalanced,  others  lead  astray, 

And  rush  demented  to  a  senseless  fray. 

The  wharves  grow  red  expletively  alone 

And  workers  cease  at  threat  of  stick  or  stone, 

While  lacking  nerve  this  Minister  sits  still 

Till  lawlessness  works  out  its  savage  will. 

Oh,  helpless  Herdman,  paltering  with  power, 

And  filled  with  fear  at  this  poor  turnip  glower, 

Had  but  thou  dealt  in  this  initial  stage 

With  water  new  let  out,  the  later  rage 

Of  crowds  that  maddened  in  the  sight  of  force 

Had  not  been  spent  'gainst  armed  men  and  horse, 

Nor  had  the  country  felt  the  crushing  blow 

That  wrecked  prosperity  a  year  ago. 


Then,  had  but  fifty  stalwart  men  been  thrown 
Along  the  wharf  head,  neither  axe  nor  stone 
Had  buried  barricade  with  surging  flood — 
Like  tigers  mad  with  drinking  human  blood — 
Gone  from  mad  deeds  to  others  madder  still, 
And  (last  sad  scene  of  all)  to  "Mount  Cook  "  Hill ! 


*  *  #  * 


And  still  another  nectarine  we  see 
Clinging  upon  this  wondrous  Cab'net  tree  ; 
Whenever  yet  was  peach  like  u  Donnie  "  seen  ? 
This  leasehold-freehold-ultra-i  ed-marine  ! 
The  great  chameleon  of  Central  seat, 
Candour  his  air,  his  politics  deceit ; 
Moulding  opinions  to  each  passing  hour, 
Sipping  new  sweets  from  ev'ry  op'ning  flower: 
New  Liberal,  New  Labour,  and  Nui  Sance — 
By  turns  whate'er  his  prospects  might  enhance ; 
Now  gagging  Labour  in  the  House  of  Reps., 
Next  in  St.  Peter's  following  their  steps, 
He  finds  Fate  calculates  as  true  as  Babbage, 
And  for  each  squash  hands  out  an  equal  cabbage. 


#  *  *  * 


Cook  Islands  and  Great  Pomare  ahoy  ! 

Now,  surely,  Demos  feels  a  sallow  joy 

To  mark  how  Massey's  men  perforce  prefer 

This  late  disgruntled-doctor  Minister. 

So  private  pique  inclines  the  Maori  lamb 

To  love  the  lion  that  devoured  his  dam, 

And  swear  that  land-sharks  known  to  you  and  me 

Were  benefactors  in  a  full  degree  ; 

Who  loved  John  Maori  as  a  younger  son 

Nor  stole  his  wealth  with  parchment  nor  with  gun. 

So  Pomare  in  rank  achieves  his  store, 

And  finds  his  friends  where  none  were  known  of  yore  ; 

But  landless  Maoris  yet  shall  rue  the  clay 

When  private  spite  their  rights  could  vote  away. 


Next  Nestor  Wullie  comes  upon  the  scene, 
Sapient  of  air,  and  dignified  of  mien ; 
Convinced  that  every  deed  he  does  is  prime 
Provided  it  be  pickled  well  in  time 
And  precedent :  that  nothing  new  is  good, 
And  modern  times  began  before  the  flood  ; 
A  murrain  on  ideas  of  recent  date 
And  let  the  younger  generation  wait ! 

*-*•** 

See,  on  the  great  post  office  tower  appears 
The  great  bestrider  of  our  modern  years ! 
The  latter-day  Colossus  of  the  Rhodes 
Who  spurs  to  fame  moved  by  his  party's  goads. 
Rather  behind  his  pack  had  he  been  spurring, 
But  John  o'  Iron's  wrath  he  feared  incurring. 
Alas,  poor  Willie  !  sacrificed  for  Fame 
By  gamblers  politic  in  Fortune's  game  : 
His  bench  he  fills  and  peradventure  speaks 
When  no  escape  is  possible  to  cleeks — 
Here  was  a  male  Diana  led  astray 
By  roues  practised  in  polemic  way. 

*  *  #  # 

Groan  now  and  travail !  Dreary  James  appears  ! 
Stricken  with  woes  beyond  his  span  of  years  ; 
Weighted  with  auguries  of  losses  sad, 
Born  of  his  trend  of  thought  in  days  deemed  bad, 
And  now  bestriding  him  with  horrid  glee  ! 
Like  Sinbad  with  his  old  man  of  the  sea, 
Otago  James  plods  on  his  grievous  way, 
And  tells  of  woes  that  fell  upon  a  day  ! 
Cries  still  "Alack,  New  Zealand  ;  woe  is  me  ; 
I  e'en  must  borrow — and  my  weird-must  dree  !" 
Millions  must  sink  that  Allen  may  be  great, 
Millions  in  borrowed  cash — on  Cohen's  slate. 

*  *  *  * 

Bold  William  Railways  Herries  rules  o'er  fell 

And  other  engines  and  himself  right  well. 

So  well  he  rules  himself  that  still  we  see 

His  portly  frame  diminish  no  degree,- 

Though  stonewalls  go  and  stonewalls  come  by  chance, 

He  chortles,  snores,  or  reads  some  sad  romance 

Such  as  the  one  he  annually  lays 

Upon  "  The  Table  "  after  many  days  ! 


His  engines  run  from  Russell  to  the  Bluff 
(They  scarcely  run  ;  but  still  near  enough, 
For  run  they  will  some  day  when  Will  awakes 
And  from  the  departmental  firebox  rakes 
The  clinkered  coals  of  changeless  human  clay 
That  hamper  change  and  know  no  word  but  nay). 
WHEN  Will  awakes  !   I  glimpse  that  distant  day 
And  see  myself  decrepit,  hair  all  grey, 
Yet  mindful  still  of  Herries  present  joy  : 
That  Fisher's  love  for  labour  cannot  cloy. 
Such  praise  from  Will  is  sweet  to  muse  upon, 
Lethargic  Herries  praises  strenuous  Don. 


*  *  # 


Castor  and  Pollux  late  have  come  to  be 

Shrined  in  the  lotus  land  of  M.L.C  : 

By  Massey  raised,  their  sponsor  they  direct, 

And  rule  through  him  New  Zealand's  men  elect. 

They  held  the  public  ear  one  bygone  hour, 

And  tweaked  it  too,  till  came  their  fall  from  power ; 

By  Hill  street,  now,  they  enter  Parliament, 

But  by  their  vicar  work  their  old  intent : 

To  Cabinet  meetings  Henry  goes  of  right, 

While  John's  opinions  gloom  the  Council's  night. 

The  tintinnabulation  of  despair 

Is  tolled  by  Duthie,  scant  of  hope  as  hair, 

While  Bell,  less  doleful,  calls  Reaction's  tune, 

And  Massey  trips  it  from  July  to  June. 

When  hands  long  dead  in  politics  still  guide 

The  Coach  of  State,  where  shall  the  leader  ride  ? 

Postillion-wise  he  spurs  through  mud  and  clay 

And  finds  his  fame  bespattered  by  the  way  ; 

"Reform,"  he  cries,  to  dupes,  and  worse  who  heed, 

While  'neath  his  wheels  the  hosts  of  Progress  bleed. 

In  Bell  and  Duthie  eke  I  seem  to  see 

A  Cincinnatus  come  again  to  free 

Our  Country  from  its  real  or  fancied  ill, 

Accumulated  through  our  perverse  will. 

The  Man  in  Iron  Mask  as  M.L.C. 

Fills  in  a  useful  part  as  "  Woe  is  Me  !" 

The  antiquarian  Minister  of  State 

Tinkles  a  tune  of  times  long  out  of  date, 

And  methods  fallen  to  desuetude  because 

No  change  could  make  them  suit  our  later  laws. 


So  Cincinnati^  in  hi  ■  earlier  clay 
Served  passing  well  in  politics  and  fray  ; 
And  as  a  cabbage-grower,  further  fame 
Oi  sorts  encircled  Cincinnatus'  name  ; 
But  when  to  serve  old  Rome  again  he  tried 
Her  case  grew  worse  till  he  despairing  died. 
Kind  Fates  avert  from  John  and  Henry  ill 
Of  such  description.    May  they  prosper  still, 
But  leave  the  People's  leaders  free  of  will. 
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